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Kelly: Dogs Galore

Dogs Galore
by Bonnie Kelly

I wanted a dog so badly, but my Dad wouldn’t let me have one. And so I took to
borrowing other people’s dogs. One time, I found a terrier tied up in front of a small dog house.
The grass had worn down to a patch of earth, where the poor dog had been laying and moving
around. The little pooch was spending all it’s time sitting or sleeping and never taken out to
play. I went up to the door of the brick house and knocked. A woman with a bouffant hairdo
and a flowered muumuu dress answered the door “Can I walk your dog?” I asked in an agreeable
tone.
“Well yes, I suppose so,” she answered seemingly surprised.
“What’s his name?” I asked, feeling a surge of excitement.
“Sport,” she said smiling, and closed the door.
I ran to the dog house, untied the rope and went off at a run, the little black and white
terrier following behind quite willingly. We romped all around the neighborhood. At one point I
untied the rope and took off on my bicycle with Sport trailing along after me.
I sneaked him into my bedroom and kept him overnight. When my mother came up to
my room and found me in bed with the dog, she looked at me and said, “You have to take that
dog out of here and take it back to the people he belongs to.”
“All they do is keep him tied up. They never play with him or take him out for a walk.
All they do for him is feed him. I think they should give him to me!”
“It doesn’t work that way,” she said exasperated.
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I left the house with Sport in tow, heading to his home. I knocked on the door, and the
nice lady appeared. “Can I have Sport?” I implored.
“I don’t think so, but he sure seems to like you. But he belongs to my girls, and I don’t
think they’ll want to part with him.”
“Will you ask them if they will give Sport to me?”
“We’ll see. I must say, I have never seen Sport so happy.” Sport was wiggling back and
forth with his tongue hanging out in what appeared to be a smile.
“Thanks, I hope your kids will let me have him. I already love him so much.”

She looked at me appearing perplexed and said, “goodbye, quietly shutting
her door.
***
“They’re going to give their dog to some people they know, who live on a farm, so that
he can run and play all he wants,” my mother informed me the next day.
Tears started falling down my cheeks, and I asked, sobbing, “Why didn’t they give him to
me?”
“They didn’t think it would be good if their little terrier was staying right in the same
neighborhood.”
“They have never done anything for Sport, and Sport likes me so much that he wants to
stay right beside me.”
“I’m sorry that you can’t have the dog, but it’s just going to have to be that way.”
***
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Another time I came home with a dachshund that I had stolen out of a fenced yard. His
fur was all clean and shiny over his long brindle body. As I was playing with him in our back
yard, my mother came out of the back door, and called out, “Bonnie this is a breed dog. We’re
going to have to find out who he belongs to.”

I was feeling quite guilty, and a little afraid I was going to get in hot water with her.
“How can we do that?” I asked, hoping she would not know of a way.
“I’m going to put it on Luther,” she announced. Luther was a radio commentator who
put out announcements like missing animals or other objects of interest. She went back into the
house.
By then I was filled with fear. ‘What will the people say? Would they accuse me of
being a thief?’ I thought mortified, and headed into the house and up the stairs to my room. I
stayed there for the rest of the afternoon.
I heard a knock on the door. My mother answered it and there was a woman there with
two little boys. “You have made these two kids very, very happy.” The woman said. I was
listening from top of the stairs, still feeling horribly anxious.
“Here, come with me, my mother invited them. He’s in the back yard. They went
through the first floor and I heard the back door open and close. I was beginning to relax. It
appeared nothing was going to happen to me.
***
Things were really getting out of control. This time I found a blond-haired old bitch I
called Goldy. She was another dog that I befriended, who
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started following me around and even running after me when I rode my bike. All was
well with that, but she went into heat.
A couple of male dogs came and started humping all over her. “You are going to have
some puppies, Goldy,” I said, feeling on top of the world. I looked at the two dogs trying to
mate with her, and tried to decide who I wanted to be the father of all those pups.
Over the next couple of days, a number of other dogs had joined in the fun, and were
going at it in my back yard. Some of my neighborhood chums came over to join in the fun. We
were all laughing convulsively. It was hilarious.
Out of the clear blue sky, I came up with a strange idea. “Everybody get your bikes!
We’re going to the grocery store!” I ordered them.
There we were, peddling down the street with Goldy following right behind me and a
string of dogs of all shapes and sizes following right behind her. As we rode along, other dogs
joined the procession. We were picking up every male dog in our suburb.
When we were close to the Red Food Store, I stopped and, my friends halted as well.
“We’re going into the store,” I told them. “When we get in there, go around the store pulling
cans off the shelves and putting them back

like you’re shopping.”
The door of the store had an electric pad so that the door would open automatically.
In I went. In went all the kids. In came Goldy, and behind her all these dogs. There was a
whole array of animals trotting along, and wherever I went they went. My friends did what I had
suggested and pretended to be shopping. A bag boy came up to me and, looking like he was
holding back a belly laugh, and inquired, “Are these your dogs?”
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“No,” I answered just telling the truth, and no more.
Meanwhile, the store was filling up with a whole slew of hounds dashing as they went.
There were brown dogs and black dogs. There were spotted dogs, skinny dogs and fat dogs.
There were small dogs and big dogs. There were all kinds of mutts, all interested in the same
thing—Goldy!
Things got pretty chaotic. Some of the animals were sniffing the legs of other customers.
Two German shepherds had their front paws on the side of the meat counter trying to have a
meal. Luckily they couldn’t reach the food that was so tempting to them. For the most part,
people were laughing and getting a big kick out of it.
We decided to leave and go home, and I went out the door towards the parking lot, and of
course the dogs came too. That was when a fight broke out. The other kids and I got scared and
climbed into a stack of watermelons for safety. The fight was more of a nipping party than
anything else.
As we headed home, I do declare, I believe we were still acquiring more dogs. We went
up another hill, and into an area that I had been in only rarely. At that point, things took a real
turn for the worse. We encountered the man who actually owned Goldy, and he threw all these
rocks at my menagerie. The frightened mongrels were running away and breaking up into
smaller groups. “Can I have your dog?” I asked hopefully.
He glared at me and shouted at me, “Go home. I need to get all these dogs out of here!”
I took off head over heels and lickity split down the hill and to my own backyard. Goldy
was no longer with me. I went in the dirty white backdoor and summoned my mother. “Mom,
Will you please get that mean old man to give me my Goldy?”
She looked at me and didn’t say anything.
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“Well?” I insisted
“Your Daddy and I have been discussing this whole situation. You have to understand,
that Goldy is very sick. We got a call from our neighbor, just
a little while ago, and he said they’re going to put Goldy to sleep.

I burst into tears, and cried out, “Why can’t I ever have a dog?”
***
It was Christmas time. The day before Christmas Eve, my Dad took me into the car,
saying, “How would you like to help me run some errands?”
“Sure,” I answered. I always liked to go places with my Dad.
We drove around on the suburban streets and pulled up in front of a small white
clapboard house. “You stay here,” he told me. I stuffed my cold hands into my pockets, and
waited. I watched him come back out carrying what looked like an old towel. He came around
to the passenger side of the car, opened the door, and put something into my lap. “Oh my
goodness,” I said happily. It’s a tiny little puppy!”
The little puppy was a poodle, with silvery long hair in curls. He trembled as I tucked
him under my chin, and hugged him close. He had a little purple bow in the curls on the top of
his head. I thought it was too sissy for a boy dog. He reached up for my cheek and kissed me
with his little red tongue. I looked into his big brown eyes, while mine filled with tears of joy.
“Do you have a name for him?”
Poodles were bred in Russia, and I want to give him a Russian name. Ilya is a Russian
agent in The Man from Uncle.”

http://digitalscholarship.tnstate.edu/sketchestsu/vol1/iss1/15

6

Kelly: Dogs Galore

“Sounds Great!”
My Dad looked down at me and grinned from ear to ear and said, “Merry Christmas!”
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